




























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Phil Ochs: Protesting Hypocrisy 
Juanita Heigham
Although I’m not particularly musical, I come from a mu-
sical family. My mother is a piano teacher; my sister teaches 
elementary school music; my brother is an accomplished bari-
tone; and my father was a music trivia buff par excellence. As a 
child, my home was filled with music. It was mostly classical, 
but my parents appreciated music in any form, so there was 
other music as well. Thus, it is not surprising that my father, 
a civil rights activist, introduced me to protest songs when I 
was young. I came to love music of the 1960’s, music by the 
Doors, the Who, Joan Baez and Bob Dylan, but I particularly 
liked a less well-known artist, Phil Ochs. Perhaps my favorite 
song is one of his called “Outside of a Small Circle of Friends”. 
It has a bouncy, cheerful tune that belies its grim lyrics about 
assault, poverty, pornography, and most pointedly, hypocrisy. 
The song begins with the singer observing a woman 
being grabbed and then dragged to some bushes. He consid-
ers calling the police to get help for her but decides that the 
game he is playing is too much fun to stop. He then justifies 
his decision to do nothing with the short chorus, “I’m sure it 
wouldn’t interest anybody outside of a small circle of friends”. 
The verses continue with flippant descriptions of uncon-
nected but equally desperate situations that are all dismissed 
in egocentric ways. Each verse ends with the one-line chorus, 
“I’m sure it wouldn’t interest anybody outside of a small circle 
of friends”. The penultimate verse explains how the singer’s 
friend was sentenced to thirty years in prison, and he believes 
the judgment is unfair; however, he cannot be bothered stand-
ing up for him. It seems that even friends are not “interested” 
in helping friends in need.
I like this song because it catches you off guard. It has a 
lively tune played on a clinking piano, and you first believe it 
is going to be a lighthearted song. The singer’s cheery deliv-
ery of the lyrics adds to this deception. However, as you listen, 
you realize it is not a merry ditty but a black commentary on 
aspects of human behavior that rise up in society all too often. 
The juxtaposition of frivolity and tragedy gives this song 
teeth that some other protest songs do not have. And that is 






The air surrounding the ancient mountains reverberates 
to the sounds of choral singing. Thin and tired voices are 
raised in communal praise and thanksgiving, tunes familiar 
to those versed in Protestant hymnody. However, the entab-
lature used by the singers is distinctive. Musical notation 
uses the common five-line staff, but the form of the note 
heads is unusual: squares and triangles are used along with 
the ovals seen in most modern printed music. This is shape-
note singing, a form of choral singing which draws on the 
large repertory of post-Reformation four-part hymn singing. 
Though the printing of music for shape-note singing was a 
nineteenth-century innovation, the distinctive note heads 
remind one of the earliest printed music. The fascination of 
this music lies, however, not primarily in its visual richness. 
Contemporary performance practice marvelously preserves a 
number of features found in late-medieval music, not far re-
moved in time from the ancient Gregorian chant, itself rooted 
in most ancient psalmnody. As heard in the Appalachian 
region of the American South shape-note singing glories in 
the pure harmonics of the octave, fifth, and fourth, making 
scant use of the quinta fissa (“split fifth”) that so grated on the 
ears of early modern musical theorists, more attuned to the 
ethereal music of the spheres than to the artificial demands 
of chromaticism and frequent modulation. Melodies often 
use the pentatonic scale, and tunes in the Aeolian and Dorian 
modes are common. Harmony slips elusively back and forth 
between major and minor modes, often by means of a subtle 
glissando. Fuguing tunes preserve a primitive polyphonic 
texture. Though generally avoided, when thirds are used 
in harmony, they are pure, primordial thirds, tuned to the 
harmonics of the natural world, not the artifice of instrument 
makers. The choral texture relies heavily on stable, resting 
intervals, and thus conveys in the structure of the music itself 
the eternal peace and rest described in the cherished words 
of the sacred poetry thus intoned, and sought after by the 
world-weary singers. For a brief moment in secular time, we 
are touched by eternity.
 （ウィルカ ソーン　ダグラス）
East Asian Pop Music and Gender Performance
Lucy Glasspool
One of the main reasons I came to live in Japan was be-
cause I have always loved its pop culture, as both a hobby and 
a research object. I have been studying and writing about pop 
culture and gender since I was an undergraduate, and this 
includes music. I am a big fan of several Japanese and Korean 
artists; but this is not just because their music is catchy or 
because their live shows are fun. 
Something I find most fascinating about music culture 
in East Asia is the crucial role played by visuals as well as 
sound. In particular, the way in which certain music genres 
construct ideals of masculinity that are very different from 
those in my home country, the U.K. These genres, through 
the androgyny, beauty, and personal interactions of the male 
musicians, promote a kind of gender fluidity and male sexual 
ambiguity that we do not often see in mainstream pop music 
in the West. Examples include the visual-kei genre of rock 
music in Japan, where the performances of bands like Night-
mare and Versailles frequently involve long hair, makeup, and 
cross-dressing; K-pop supergroups like BIGBANG, whose 
popularity is spreading new ideals of masculinity to fans all 
over the world through their use of makeup and their promo-
tion of the beauty and fashion industries; and new Chinese 
boyband Acrush, whose members look and dress like cute 
boys but are actually all female. 
Of course, male androgyny on the stage has been popular 
in East Asia for centuries, if we think of Japanese kabuki and 
Chinese opera. What is interesting about the trend in pop 
music over the last decade or two is that all the genres I have 
talked about are aimed at women, as female consumer power 
grows in Asian markets. So, for once, it is women who dictate 
what the ideal man looks and acts like; and the spread of 
East Asian pop cultures like Hallyu is helping young people 







Like a lot of authors, it was music that got me into writing.
My debut novel, First Time Solo, is entirely dependent 
on music. The main character, Jack, is a jazz trumpeter and, 
while training to be a RAF pilot in 1943, starts a band with 
three of his comrades. Music as a social lubricant, music as 
a shorthand between friends, music as a means of exploring 
other cultures, music as language, music as the backdrop for 
romance and more, all these are woven through the staves of 
the novel but for me, writing it, music was the window to the 
past. Jack’s internal monologue is seasoned with the music 
he loves and, in order to find his voice, I had to hear what he 
hears, think how he thinks.
For my second novel, Silma Hill, things weren’t so 
straightforward. Set in a rural Scottish village in the 18th 
century, there was little music I could draw on directly. 
For a Gothic tale of witchcraft, torture and death, I needed 
something stronger. I found it in Mogwai’s soundtrack to the 
French zombie TV drama Les Revenants. Haunting, brooding, 
the threat of violence never far away, yet beautiful, moving 
and melancholy, the instrumental tracks rising and falling 
like waves of emotion gave me an atmosphere in which I could 
build my world. Songs like “Wizard Motor” get inside your 
head, unsettle you and never leave. When you’re writing hor-
ror, that is the ultimate goal.
My third novel, The Waves Burn Bright (to be published 
May 2016), is the story of a family torn apart by the Piper 
Alpha disaster. It is set between 1980 and 2013 so finding 
suitable music was easy. I gorged myself on early REM, 
Pixies and The Sugarcubes until a thought stopped me like 
a scratched 12 inch. I was recreating my 1980s, not my char-
acter’s. I switched off the music, sat back and had a chat with 
Carrie, my main character. It turned out she wasn’t much into 
music. Background radio, that was fine, but she didn’t buy 
music. Whatever was on the radio was fine for her. Strangely 
this absence of music in her life – so very, very different from 
me – was the moment when she became whole, three dimen-
sional, real. After that awakening the novel rolled out of me. 
Sometimes silence is profounder than any song.
 （マローニ　イアン）
« Envole-moi » ou l’envie de se dépasser
Jérôme Paccoud
Redécouverte durant l’été dernier, cette chanson en-
traînante et rythmée fut pourtant écrite, composée et inter-
prétée par Jean-Jacques Goldman en 1984. Dans un style 
plutôt rock, celle-ci alterne entre rythme marqué et refrain 
mélodieux mêlant de façon habile la guitare électrique et le 
vio lon ; association avant-gardiste alors. Très largement dif-
fusée à la radio et la télévision, cette œuvre faisait partie de 
mon univers musical de collégien. Si le clip vidéo, avec une 
mise en scène et des coiffures d’époque prête aujourd’hui à 
sourire, cette chanson populaire traite néanmoins d’un sujet 
sérieux et délicat. Son auteur dépeint avec intensité l’univers 
difficile de la banlieue, sous des aspects esthétiques et sociaux 
mais pas seulement, comme l’attestent les paroles : « la nuit 
camoufle, pour quelques heures la zone sale et les épaves et la lai-
deur […]ici il n’y a pas de saison pour être mieux » et souligne 
les injustices et la violence inhérentes à son environnement 
immédiat : « règle du jeu fixée mais les dés sont pipés […] j’ai pas 
choisi de vivre ici entre l’ignorance et la violence et l’ennui ». Ces 
aspects sont mis en opposition avec l’envie indéfectible d’une 
réussite sociale : « j’m’en sortirai, j’me le promets […] remplis 
ma tête d’autres horizons d’autres mots » aux prix d’efforts 
conséquents. Cette réussite convoitée passe par une éduca-
tion solide : « à coup de livres je franchirai tous ces murs ». Plus 
de trente ans sépa rent cet opus de la situation actuelle que 
connaît l’Hexagone, pourtant il me semble extrêmement 
contemporain tant dans la mélodie que les paroles. L’œuvre 
brosse le portrait d’une catégorie de jeunes en difficulté mais 
volontaires et plein de ressources. Ce morceau véhicule par 
là même un formidable message d’espoir dont notre société 
a cruellement besoin. Elle mérite ainsi d’être redécouverte ; 
c’est ce que propose Génération Goldman, une troupe formée 
par une nouvelle vague de chanteurs qui la reprennent depuis 
peu. L’originale comme la nouvelle version procurent une 





C’est pas des histoires
Etienne Marceau
La musique traditionnelle (ou folklorique, ou “trad”) 
québécoise est une musique joyeuse, dansante, faite pour 
s’amuser. Elle est née d’un métissage principalement français-
irlandais, grâce à l’immigration d’Irlandais dans l’est du 
Canada au 19e siècle. On l’écoute surtout durant le Temps 
des Fêtes, pour ensuite la mettre aux oubliettes jusqu’à l’hiver 
suivant. Pourquoi ne pas en écouter l’été ? Mystère. Le folk-
lore québécois, c’est l’hiver.
Élément essentiel de la musique trad, la chanson à répon-
dre exige la participation de l’auditoire. Le chanteur conte 
son histoire et l’audience doit répéter, un peu à la manière du 
gospel. L’histoire progresse ainsi lentement, et peut sembler 
longue à quiconque ne participe pas. On dit que c’est pour per-
mettre à l’auditoire alcoolisée de suivre l’histoire...
Cependant, Il ne faut pas croire que le trad est une mu-
sique de party sans sérieux. Les rythmes rapides requièrent 
des musiciens en parfait contrôle de leurs instruments, et les 
textes ne se limitent pas aux récits de voyages ou des histoires 
comiques : on y aborde aussi les tabous traditionnels de la 
société québécoise, la religion et la sexualité. Les instru-
ments et les genres musicaux sont le résultat de notre épopée 
historique : les beaux textes français sont accompagnés à 
l’accordéon, la gigue irlandaise est jouée par un violoneux 
virtuose, sans oublier les reels écossais et le rigodon proven-
çal. Le rythme est assuré par le tapage de pied, une podory-
thmie aussi endiablée qu’intarissable. 
La musique traditionnelle a de nombreux jeunes adeptes, 
et est bien vivante au Québec depuis une renaissance vers 
la fin des années 90. Les artistes d’aujourd’hui composent 
de nouvelles chansons avec des sujets actuels, et la musique 
change au gré des apports culturels des différentes commu-
nautés du Québec, notamment la musique latine, le country, 
le jazz, et la musique du Moyen-Orient. Le trad évolue et 
s’embellit.
 （マルソ　エティエン）
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